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Being a picture of Mr. George Henry 
Brown at high-class vawd-veal, where 
he sloughed away two dollars and a half, 
for a six-bits seat. He has just listened 
to the comedian pull seven consecutive 
wheezes, all of which he remembers hav- 
ing read in “Judge,” eleven months ago. 


P. S.— And one year’s subscription 
one eet: 


to “Judge” costs only Five Dollars. 
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cents, et’ Celeste—Gracious, monsieur! How is it that the less material used in my gown the more it costs? 
and Grey Mons. Wurthe—Ah, madame, et is because of ze art to create ze illusion zat you are well gowned. 
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Where the Laugh Comes In 


[N THE matter of the Carabaos dinner, 
the President doesn’t seem to see 
where the laugh comes 
in. Is it because the 
laugh is on him? 

There is too much of 
seriousness in public 
life to discourage 
spontaneous—or even 
studied —humor in- 

al, ts aes spired by it. Humor 

i, lightens even the la- 
bors of statesmen, some of the more suc- 
cessful of whom have emphasized this 
fact by their own jocularity. 

Even the kings in older times, absolute 
in their power, kept court fools whose 
mordant wit and biting sarcasm were for- 
given when it touched the kingly dignity 
nearly. Andrulers of far less power in 
these days have not been above laughing 
at jests made at their expense. 

No other President in recent years has 
resented the quips and turns that ridi- 
culed his pet hobbies or his policies, when 
the banter was expressed by clubs whose 
chief purpose it was to amuse. The fa- 
mous Clover Club, of Philadelphia, and 
the equally well-known Gridiron, of Wash- 
ington, have exercised full license to make 








fur even of Presidents. Roosevelt and 
Taft in turn entered into the joys of 
the [Gridiron—whose name suggests the 


**roast’’—-with all the hearty appreciation 
of points made against them that the 
whole country has laughed at. 

Ridicule has never seriously affected 
an} presidential policy that was well 
grounded, when ridicule was accepted at 
its worth; and it is never likely to work 
much harm, unless it is taken too seri- 
ously by those in interest. 

Cold upon which 
the President seemingly based his un- 
usual action in the Carabaos matter—rob 


newspaper reports 





, 


the meetings of such clubs of their atmos- 
phere and tend to take the real fun out of 
their doings. It is unfortunate that the 
President was kept from the Gridiron 
dinner by illness, and that he could not 
have been at least a spectator of the 
army and navy men’s high jinks. 

These annual feasts of the Carabaos, a 
society composed of army and navy offi- 
cers who have served in the Philippines, 
naturally show relaxation from the rigid 
discipline of military life; and the quip 
and jest at the expense of officialdom that 
characterize such occasions should carry 
only as pleasantries, even where the 
newspapers give them publicity. 


Brief Decisions 


RUNNING for Congress is no longer 

necessary. The sessions of that body 
are now so long that a member may walk 
and get in at some rolleall. 


It doesn’t really matter what size of 
shoe a woman wears when she ‘‘puts her 
foot down.’’ 


When it is said that the running ex- 
penses of New York City are $3,000,000 
a week, it is explained why Tammany al- 
ways comes to life after burial. 


Until the Mexican discovers that elec- 
tions, which may happen at rare intervals, 
mean more than bull fights, which happen 
frequently, he is likely to face continuous 
excitement. 


Colonel Roosevelt is enjoying himself 
in South America, and incidentally con- 
tributing to the gayety of the localities 
he visits. At the same time he still oc- 
casionally gets on the first page of the 
North American newspaper. Yet his ac- 
tivities are slowly but surely exhausting 
He may yet have 


publicity possibilities. 
to become an aviator. 
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Artifice 

A MEETING largely made up of women 

was held at Cooper Union recently, 
to consider matters that in- 
timately concern that sex, the 
main question being ‘‘Should 
a Woman Use Artificial Means 
To Beautify Herself?’’ 

Most of the women present 
at first blush looked young 
enough and beautiful enough 
on original premises; but 
when they gave expression to 
Ohs! and Ahs! easily inter- 
preted as negatives upon the 
declaration by one of the speakers that a 
woman who paints her cheeks deceives, 
and consequently is immoral, because de- 
ceit is immoral, suspicion was aroused. 

The ripple of antagonism developed 
into an overwhelming vote in favor of 
complexion and other beautifying devices 
when the question was finally put, but 
the victory was not without its pain. 
Doubt at once settled on the prima facie 
evidence that the handsome women in the 
audience were legitimately good looking, 
and the men present who had beamed with 
the pleasure which charming femininity 
inspires shot critical glances here and 
there and departed shaking their heads. 

When women openly confess approval 
of the use of beauty devices they do an 
injustice to those of their sex who are su- 
perior to such artifice. Moreover, they put 
ordinarily confiding men on their guard, 
and must indeed be clever to successfully 
continue this game of deceit. It may be 
going too far to characterize painting the 
face as immoral, but the practice puts 
the woman who abstains from it in a po- 
sition of advantage, for she can pass the 
closest scrutiny and her conscience is 
clear; while her painted sister, like any 
other wrongdoer, must constantly tremble 
in fear of discovery. 
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Young wife—Now, George, that you have met all my relatives, which do you like best ? 


Before 


VERY TIME I am being 
fitted, Mrs. Brown, I 
want to stand before a 
full-length mirror like 
this. It shows me all 
the good points of my 
figure. I have left sev- 
eral dressmakers who 
would try to fit my 

clothes standing in front of a bureau. 

You say the skirts are being worn nar- 
rower thanever? Well, I am not affected 
by what other people choose to do. If 
other women wish to disgrace themselves 
in public, why, let them. It is nothing to 
me. Make my skirt two full yards around 
the bottom. I have brought you plenty 
of material, and you needn’t stint in 
using it. 

I think, Mrs. Brown, it is high time 
for the really refined women to take a 
stand on this matter of modern dress. 
Why, a decorously dressed woman is mor- 
tified nowadays to be on the streets with 
her own husband. The way the newstyles 
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DISCRIMINATING HUSBAND 


the 


By HELEN A. SPAFFORD 


rnake the men stare is a caution! Of 
course I see my husband looking, and I 
don’t blame him. He has eyes, hasn’t 
he? But there is one thing I will say for 
him. He never looks when he sees me 
watching him. At least, he pays me that 
compliment. 

Yes, you may make the waist collar- 
less. Ihave a good neck, and I see no 
reason why I shouldn’t show it. 

Don’t pull that skirt in so tight at the 
back, Mrs. Brown. You’re not pulling 
it? Weil, what are you doing toit? It 
feels mighty uncomfortable. 

It has an elastic around the knees to 
hold it close? Take it right out! I feel 
as if my knees were strangling. What’s 
that you say? You want me to turn 
around and look at the effect in front. 

H’mm-m. That round, clinging style 
isn’t bad on me, is it? You think another 
tape a little higher would make it tighter 
in front? Well, try it. If I don’t like 
it, it can be changed. 

Oh, Mrs. Brown, what a lovely line 


Husband—Oh, the distant ones, I should say. 


Mirror 


that gives me! I look so slender and sin- 
uous! Just like that Russian Nazimova 
in Hedda Gabler. Must I have the skirt 
narrower around the bottom if I want the 
elastics? Suppose you take it in at the 
bottom just a little. Why, Mrs. Brown, 
you are taking out oceans of material! 
How wide is the skirt now? 

One yard! Well, let me get a good 
look in the mirror. 

Isn’t that the sweetest thing! All 
dragged in around the knees and nothing 
at all at the bottom. But it looks skimpy 
at the top. 

Oh, you’re going to drape that bunched- 
up piece at the waist line! You certainly 
are an artist, Mrs. Brown, to knot a piece 
of silk that way, and then just fling it 
carelessly on the dress! It looks just as 
if it fell on the skirt accidentally and was 
beautiful. 

The effect of this is certainly new. It 
reminds me of pictures I saw the other 
day of very stylish mummies. They 
looked just like this—all swathed in cere- 








ment cloths at the hips, and tapering to a 
point at the bottom. 

But, Mrs. Brown, 
with a dress as tight as 
this, what else do you 
wear? Yes, there is 
something to your phi- 
losophy. If a thing is 
a thing of beauty, it 
should suffice. 

Oh, Mrs. Brown! 
don’t you see I can’t 
I cannot even take a step in this 
You say you’ll have to slit it if I 
want to walk? Why, I have to walk in 
my clothes! What do I get them for? 
I’m not a Chinese lady. 

Slit it as little as possible. There, 
that certainly is more comfortable. Let 
me look. Isn’t that cunning, the way 
that flies open over the ankle? Oh, you 
flatterer! Of course I know I have a 
pretty foot and ankle, and I suppose it is 
absurd to hide them. 

You say this style skirt should be slit 
up to ‘the elastics? Then cut it open a 
teeny little bit higher. One gets reck- 
less wearing these new styles. Oh, go 
on, rip up the whole seam! We can put 
in a ruffle if it’s too daring. Ruffles are 
old-fashioned? H’mm-m! Well, don’t 
bother with a ruffle. Leave the space 





walk! 


skirt! 


open. 
Don’t I look cute? Just imagine pumps 
the color of the gown and thin silk stock- 
ings with that open drapery! 
high as you can open it? 
I just love myself in this dress, Mrs. 


Is that as 





Brown! You have me wonder- 
fully outlined. The human 
form is certainly divine, and I, 
for one, see no reason to be 
ashamed of it. One feels so 
free ina skirt cut open like this. 
After all, what we women want, 
Mrs. Brown, is freedom to dare 
to be ourselves. 

You have enough material 
left to make another dress, 
haven’t you? Enough combined 
with something else? Ah, the 
very latest thing is satin on 
one side of the body and a light 
film of chiffon on the other. 
Good-by, Mrs. Brown! I surely 
like my dress. Get a lining 
ready, and I’ll be in next week 
and bring the chiffon. 





From Hymen’s Dictionary 


Anniversary—A day devoted 
to the forgetting to buy a pres- 
ent. 

Home—The field of the real 
battle that follows a mere en- 
gagement. 

Cooks—A nomadic tribe occasionally 
frequenting the great culinary range. 

Furnace—A device for the conversion 
of coal into drafts. 

Stork—A distributor allied with the in- 
fant industries. 

Nerves—Fine, tightly drawn threads 
connecting the temper and the divorce 
court. 

Allowance—An appropriation of sev- 











HE MADE GOOD BY WORKING OVERTIME 


enty-five cents every three weeks, with 
which a woman is expected to buy mati- 
nee tickets, vegetables, violet water, 
thread, ice-cream soda, literature, post- 
age stamps, rouge, ribs and cough medi- 
cine. 
Economy—$3.67 for the grocer; $13.80 
for the chauffeur. 
Neighbors—Borrowers. 
Quarrel—A number of damns obstruct- 
ing the course of true love. 
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BETWEEN FRIENDS 


Gladys (playing the piano)—Dear me, I am always wishing to break into song! 
Muriel—You wouldn't have to break in, dear, if you could find the key, 


Last Word—The feminine P. S. toa 
domestic altercation.—Stuart B. Stone. 


Mathematical Exercises 


Adding insult to injury. 
Subtracting the lion’s share. 
Multiplying words. 

Dividing friends. 
Discounting a story. 
Squaring accounts. 

Circling the horizontal bar. 
Getting onto a man’s curves. 
Rounding a corner. 

Angling for an invitation. 
Lining your pockets. 
Pointing a moral. 

Flying off at a tangent. 
Paralleling a railroad. 
Enlarging a sphere. 


Truth 


Truth in full dress is naked. Most peo- 


J ple prefer it in less conventional attire. 


If 


It is all right to ride a hobby, if you 
know when to dismount. 
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THERE ARE ALWAYS TWO SIDES TO A SUBJECT 


Tests 


MIGHTY pretty girl, Isay, 
Is one so charming ev’ry 
wa 
That she’ll look well en 
neglige; 
One who will still be 
sweetly fair 
Whate’er she may at breakfast wear, 
Despite curl papers in her hair. 











And strangely plain a girl must be, 

Though socially of high degree 

And vast attainments mentally, 

Who owns a face that cannot stir 

Each manly breast with love of her 

When nestling in a fluff of fur. 
—George Taggart. 


Plausible Sign 


Gladys—Jack is horrid! When we 
were out to-night, a little bug flew right 
into my mouth, and I asked him of what 
that was a sign. 

Clytie—What did he say it meant? 

Gladys—That I should keep my mouth 
shut. 


Intuitions of an Idler 


Dent frown in the morning. It makes 
it so much harder to shave. 

Advice is cheap. It gets dear when 
you follow it. 

When you get old enough to have sense, 
you don’t have any more fun. 

The minority is often right. For in- 
stance, when we are in the minority. 

Many a man goes around with a sand- 
bag because he’s too proud to beg. 

The world ought to be ashamed of itself 
every time a man is so honest that he 
gets his name in the papers. 

There’s not much hope for a boy after 
he gets used to being lazy. 

After the first act of the musical comedy, 
there wasn’t a dry throat in the house. 

A pessimist is a man who is sure that 
to-morrow will be hotter (in the summer- 
time) or colder (in the wintertime). 

—Ted Robinson. 








And now that New Year resolution is 
to be reconsidered by a full house. 


Flapjacks and Flipflaps 


HEN the clever acrobat jumped into 

the air and turned three different 

ways before alighting, the audience yelled 
its approval. 

‘‘Ever see anything like that before?’’ 
enthusiastically cried a young man who 
sat in one of the front rows with his best 
girl. 

**Yes, indeed,’’ answered the girl. 
‘“‘That looks just like the way the aver- 
age man turns 3 griddle cake.’’ 


Reciprocity 
If woman with her wicked wiles 
Secures the vote she cannot lack, 


We men must urge a change in styles 
To make her do us up the back. 


Deep-seated Objection 


‘‘Our boy has, such a refined sense of 
humor!’’ ‘ 

“Yes; I’ve noticed he evinces the 
greatest dislike to anything resembling 
the siapstick.”’ 














Good A 


ice 
by Wak Mann - 


HERE is no good advice on earth; there’s none that’s fit to 


follow. Though some may seem of sterling worth, it all is 
vain and hollow. 

A handsome home I used to own, with lawn and sparkling 
fountain, and in the bank had many a bone, to goodly sum 
amountin’, I had no cares to weigh me down, my soul with 
bliss was mellow, and you might search throughout the town, 
nor find a gayer fellow. Then with a man I had dispute, a chap 
named Jumbo Sawyer, and, like an addle-brained galoot, I went 
to see a lawyer. The lawyer with some good advice full soon 
made me acquainted, and when at last he named his price, I 
heaved a sigh and fainted. 

The lawyer owns my stately home, and there he lives in 
splendor, while up and down the world I roam, in search of 
legal tender. He sits at evening on my porch and rests in my 
old rocker, and smokes in peace a two-bit torch and reads a 
shilling shocker. And Jumbo Sawyer roams with me, upon my 
bootless journey; beneath poor Jumbo’s old rooftree there 
dwells a rich attorney. 

A year ago, though mighty fat, no trouble was I knowing; 
the golden locks beneath my hat no trace of gray were showing. 
And then one day I went to see an eminent physician. He 
shook his head. ‘‘Gee whiz!’’ said 









say the tears I shed have flooded out the base- 
ment, 

Beware, my friends, of good advice, which 
is a rotten ladder; though on its face it seem- 
eth nice, it stingeth like an adder. Of course 
these metaphors are mixed, but you can catch $ 
their meaning; these crazy metaphors betwixt, 
you’ll see the moral leaning. 


A New Year's Alphabet 


A is the Aid you will need in the aches of it. 

B is the Bunco they’!l work in the fakes of it. 

C is the Crank who will surely appear in it. 

D is the Dun who will always be near in it. 

E’s the Expense apt to grow worse and worse in it. 

F is the Fashion will empty your purse in it. 

G is the Guess there’!1 be plenty of frets in it. 

H is the Hope men will pay all their debts in it. 

I is the Ink bards will still go and sling in it 

J is the Joke that will have a fresh sting in it. 

K is the Kick some will surely display in it. 

L. is the Loan folks will ask every day in it. 

Mi is the Man that you’ll hope will drop out in it. 

N is the Nuisance will travel about in it. 

O is the Odd with the queer that will reign in it. 

P is the Pessimist giving you pain in it. 

Q is the Question if you’ll be of good in it. 

R is the Rise of the prices of food in it. 

§S is the Spinster who’ll lessen her age in it. 

T is the Thirst that as usual will rage in it. 

U is the Underdog faring quite bad in it. 

V is the Voice that will drive you nigh mad in it. 

W’s the Wage that you think you are worth in it. 

X is ’Xactly your claim of the earth in it. 

Y is the Year we write wrong at the start of it. 

Z is the Zany we’ll laugh at through part of it. 
—Nuthan M. Levy. 



















Proof 


Madge—How do you know she wasn’t satisfied with the 
work of the beauty doctor? 
Marjorie—She hasn’t had any photographs taken. 


Evading the Question 


Mistress—Are you a good cook? 
Applicant—Yes’m. I go to church every Sunday. 





he, ‘‘but you’re in bad condition! 
You pack around a load of lard too 
great for one tocarry. Walk every 
day, and do it hard, if you on earth 
would tarry! Walk out of town, in 
country lanes, and hear the wren and 
pheebe! Walk in the sunshine and 
the rains from Dan to Bockbeershe- 
ba!’’ 

He gave me pills, this good ad- 
vice, a bottle of emulsion. I had, 
when he announced his price, three 
fits and a convulsion. 

Then I began to roam the woods, 
the roads and verdant prairies, and 
in the virgin solitudes I heard the 
cheap canaries; I saw the robin guard 
her eggs, drank from the streamlet’s 
ripple, and thus I spavined both my 
legs, and now lam acripple. I sit 
all day with bended head and gaze 
out from my casement, and people 














ATTACH PLANES TO YOUR AUTOMOBILE AND AV@M THE SPEED TRAPS 
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SOME EXPRESSIONS 





While the man in the rear explains the story of the opera to his friend. 


Autofriendship 


H, MERRY it is in a motor car, 
As you skim o’er the landscape 
green; 
But, take it from me, it 
is merrier far 
If you ride in a friend’s 
machine. 


If you ride in a friend’s 
machine, old chap, 
And a nail goes—bang! 
—through the shoe, 
Why, it means forty dol- 
lars right out—kerslap! 
But it’s up to your friend, not you. 


1 joked ra 





If out in the open the car breaks down 
And everything goes askew, 
And a blacksmith comes from the nearest 
town— 
It’s the friend who pays, not you. 


And when he is pinched by a heyrube cop 
For speeding across the view, 
You can bet they will fine him good, sure- 
pop !— 
Your friend, I mean, not you. 
Oh, merry it is in a motor car, 
As you skim o’er the landscape green; 
But, take it from me, it is merrier far 
If you ride in a friend’s machine. 
—Harry Hamilton. 


An Extreme Case 


Marcella—Mr. Beanbrough seems to be 
greatly bothered with indigestion. 
I should say so! He refused 
to attend a moving-picture show the other 
evening, because one of the scenes had a 
banquet in it. 


Waverly 


Provocation 


Boarder (nonchalantly )—I’ll take some 
boiled eggs this morning, Mrs. Blank. 

Landlady (fiercely)—Eggs! Did you 
Say eggs-s-s, Mr. Hogue? 





To a Lost Handbag 


VANISHED all hope, weeping I grope, 
sinee I lost you! 
Sad and alone, heart turned to stone, since 
I lost you! 
I lost two beautiful hatpins, I lost a pack- 
age of lace, I lost six cigarette coupons, 
I lost my vanity case, I lost my cards 
and my latch-key, also some recipes 
new; I lost the dollar for Fido’s new 
collar when I lost you! 
I lost the rent and the gas bill, I lost the 
sample of tea, I lost the list of new 
music, I lost the doctor’s fee, 
I lost the bibs for the baby, 
I lost the sash ribbon blue, I 
lost my glasses and theater 
passes when [ lost you! 
lost the bungalow photos, I 
lost the dentist’s address, I 
lost the kimona pattern, I 
lost about all I possess; I 
lost the newspaper clippings, 
I lost my powder rag, too; 
and though it’s so shocking, 
thank heaven I’d a stocking 


when I lost you! 
—Kate Masterson. 


Up Against It 
‘‘Well, Milly seems to be up 
against it.’’ 
‘“How so?’’ 
‘‘She dislikes her husband, 
but isn’t handsome enough to 
appear in a divorce court.”’ 


The Limit 


Mrs. Madden—Isn’t Mr. 
Blankly a solemn person? 
Madden—Solemn? Why, he 


— 


wouldn’t laugh if he saw an- 
other man’s hat blown out a 
car window! 





Not Mary’s Company 


«« WES, ma’am,’’ said Mary, ‘‘I heard 
the bell, 

But didn’t answer the call; for well 

Ye know I’ve noticed it long before— 

My company knock at the kitchen door.’’ 


Good Idea 


Hardupp—Let me have ten, will you? 
Hazitt—Say, does Baker know you? 
Hardupp—No. 

Hazitt—Then why don’t you ask him? 


A quick lunch turneth away digestion. 


Mrs. Bird—Yes,’ Mr. Bachelor, I know they don’t look much 
like me ; but you must remember they are still very young. 








AN APOLOGY 


“Pardon! My fault entirely. 


Being the 


I should have turned to the right! ’’ 


Thousandth Man 


By ARTEMUS WARD UTTING 


=)0U MUST know, unbeliev- 
able reports reached me 
of the conduct of my friend 
McFee, so unbelievable 
that I hurried to his office 
to investigate. 

**I went into his work- 
room yesterday,’’ one man 
told me, ‘‘and at first I 
thought a cyclone, a tornado, a whirlwind 
and a typhoon had formed a combination 
in restraint of his trade. Everything 
was in a litter, as though an earthquake 
had visted the place.’’ 

“Say, old man,”’ another friend told 
me, ‘‘you haven’t seen McFee lately, have 
you? I went over to see him on business 
this morning and was surprised at the 
way he was giving orders to his men. 
He was a perfect grouch, and the air was 
blue with his profanity.”’ 

One of his clerks met me on the street. 
**I don’t know what’s the matter with the 
boss,’’ he confided. ‘‘Usually he is the 
first man in the office in the morning and 
the last to leave at night, but I’ve noticed 
recently that he’s the last to arrive and 
the first to leave.’’ 

A bon vivant of my acquaintance stopped 
me on the street. ‘‘ You are a good friend 
of McFee’s, aren’t you?’’ heasked. ‘‘Then 
maybe you can tell me what’s wrong with 
him lately. He spends a great deal of 
his time in palaces of pleasant pastimes 
and throws away his coin to such an ex- 
tent: that in the last couple of days he 
has gained notoriety for his prodigality. 
Seems that he doesn’t put in much time 
at his office.”” , 














I was troubled, astounded and hurt by 
these reports, for I have always held up 
McFee as a model man, an upright citi- 
zen, a shrewd business man and a success 
in his own particular line. So I went to 
him. 

He crossed his legs, struck a match, lit 
a big, fat cigar and filled his office with 
smoke, all within one minute after I en- 
tered. 

“What’s thisI hear about you?’’ I 
asked. And then told him. 

*‘One must do these things at this time 
of year,’’ he explained, ‘‘just as one must 
do many other things obnoxious to him- 
self and to others. During this last ca- 
lendrical week I keep the office filled with 
vile tobacco smoke. I abuse those with 
whom I associate, I neglect my duties, I 
am a thorough bore to my friends, and I 
never joke.”’ 

This frank confes- 


mas, when we have gone broke giving 
away useless things to people we don’t 
care about. Out of one thousand men 
who make resolutions, nine ninety-nine 
shatter them immediately. I am the 
thousandth man. I make resolutions to 
be more methodical, more orderly, more 
circumspect, more careful, less profane, 
less fault finding, less a bore, less a loose 
liver, less asmoker. I make these reso- 
lutions, and, because they conform to my 
scheme of living, I adhere tothem. The 
things I do this week I will not do again 
until this time next year. Have acigar?’’ 

I took one, though I will not get an- 
other from him for a whole year, if his 
words are true. His cigars are bad, 
though; still, I gave it away to another 
friend. 

**And I'll tell you a joke,’’ he said, 
**for I have a pocketful of good ones. It 
goes’’——— 

But I left him and was gone before the 
story. McFee’s jokes are good for all 
the year round. 


Quite an Idea 


**John,’’ said Mrs. Tinker, with a little 
note of self-satisfaction in her voice, ‘‘I 
got the best of one of those horrid second- 
hand clothes dealers to-day.’’ 

**Good for you, Toots!’’ Tinker replied, 
taking the cup of steaming tea his better 
half had just turned out. ‘‘How’d you 
manage to do it?’”’ 

‘*Well, you see,’’ said Mrs. Tinker, ‘‘I 
asked him how much he would give for 
that old business suit of yours, and he 
said, ‘A dollar.” You know it’s worth 
ten times that. So then I asked him 
what he would charge to clean and press 
it up, and he said, ‘A dollar and a half.’ 
So I told him to go ahead with the work.’’ 

*““But how did you beat him?’’ asked 
Tinker, with growing curiosity. 

**Why, don’t you see? I got the best 
of him by fifty cents. I’m not going to 
call for the suit.’’ 





sion completely over- 
whelmed me. ‘‘Nat- 
urally I want to know 
the meaning of such 
actions,’’ I said. 
*“New Year’s reso- 
lutions,’’ he replied. 
**Most men make ’em 
to break ’em. We 
turn over a new leaf, 
but usually itis only 
a leaf in our check 
book, so that we can 
pay our January 
rent, which inconsid- 
erately falls due one 
week after Christ- 











A FAMILY CONNECTION 


He—What relation to you is that tall man who is dancing? 


She—Why, he is the second husband of the third wife of my first husband. 
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«<[™M IN a fix, dear-—a regular fix as 

an awful fix!’’ Margery’s tone = 
and manner denoted excitement as she = 
burst in upon Julianna unexpectedly. = 


‘‘Well, my dear,’’ replied Julianna, By J. A, 
‘*vyou certainly are some sketch in that 
minaret skirt!’ 
‘‘Some sketch! Don’t talk slang! It’s vulgar. Listen!’’ 
“If I wanted to talk slang, dear, I’d say ‘shoot!’ Really, 


what’s the matter?’’ 
Margery and Julianna were chums. They were actually 
friends. Dame Rumor never caught a cattish whisper from 
the one about the other. What they felt, each said to the 
other’s face, and they had it out without referee or seconds. 
There are exceptions even to the rule of feminine intimacy. 
“I told you I was to meet Harold Henry last night, and that 
I was in love with him, though I’ve known him but a week.’’ 
“‘T thought some one would get you at last, my dear. And 
you deserve to be in trouble. Why, you’ve philandered with 
Tom, Dick and Harry in the mountains; spooned with Harry, 
Tom and Dick by the sea; coquetted with a dozen here and there 
in fact, you’ve flirted, gallivanted and run the gamut with so 
many fellows, I don’t wonder you are to be paid back in your 
own bogus coin. I suppose you’re going to tell me this latest 
one doesn’t show any sign of caring for you.”’ 
“That isn’t it at all! I’m sure he cares for me. 
suming on that, I’ve made a fool of myself.’’ 


And, pre- 


Dismissing a Dilemma 


ST 













‘“‘The worst never happens unless 
we make fools of ourselves.”’ 


the opera last night‘ Madame Butter- 
fly.’ You know, there’s a new star, 
Mademoiselle Belda. Harold is daffy 
over opera. When she sang ‘Some 
Day He’ll Come,’ Harold just seemed to forget me. ‘Isn’t she 
divine?’ he asked. I was jealous. I criticised her singing. 
‘Would you like to hear me sing that song?’ I asked him. 
‘Yes,’ he answered. ‘Shall I call to-morrow evening?’ And I 
had the nerve to tell him I’d sing it for him to-night!’’ 

‘‘Maybe he’!ll think you another Belda. Who knows? If 
Love is blind, it ought sometimes to be deaf !”’ 

‘*Julianna!’’ 

‘*‘Why did you make such a silly of yourself?’ 

‘I’ve told you. Didn’t you ever say or do anything on im- 
pulse that you regretted? If you didn’t, you ought to have 
your dresses cut, to give the angelic part of you freedom.”’ 

‘*What do you mean?”’ 

‘‘T mean your wings.”’ 

‘*Well, your plight is simply impossible. 

“Do? Help me! I’ve brought the song. 
Then tell me—honestly—if I sing it terribly !’’ 

So Julianna sat at the piano and Margery sang ‘‘Some Day 
He’ll Come.’’ Her voice would never cause even an amateur 
impresario to spend sleepless nights until he had engaged her. 


LE 
= *‘Oh, stop moralizing! We went to 
WALDRON = 


What can I do?”’ 
Accompany me. 











“There !’’ said Julianna. ‘‘I’ve helped 
you, haven’t I?’’ 

“Yes. ~But’’-——— 

‘*But you want my opin- 
ion as to what may happen 
to-night? Who will ac- 
company you?”’ 

‘“‘Harold. He plays 
beautifully.”’ 

*“*And you are really in 
love with him?’’ 

**Haven’t I told you?’’ 

**Well, if you don’t meet his expecta- 
tion in this song, he’s likely to hang 
around the stage door looking for Belda.’’ 

**But do I sing it atrociously?’’ 

*‘Oh, no! But I’m going to make a 
suggestion. Don’t sing to him just yet. 
Wait till you are married to him.”’ 

‘“‘That may never happen.”’ 

**It depends upon you if he cares a lit- 
tle bit.’’ 

‘*But I shouldn’t like to deceive him in 
anything.”’ 

**Asconscientious as that? What about 
the switch you’re wearing and your daily 
painting lesson? You put it on carelessly 
this morning. But, of course, you were 
inahurry. Deceive him—-indeed!’’ 

‘‘Look to yourself, Julianna! You 
wear a switch, too, and paint, and your 
shoes are too small for you!’’ 

**But I’m not worrying about deceiving 
any Harold, dear.”’ 

‘*You’re a cat—there! 
made up!’’ 

*“‘Only a little, dear. Your contours 
are all legitimate and you’ll pass in a 
crowd. But what about your dilemma?’’ 

**Help me out of it!’’ 

**Does Harold dance?’’ 

**Like a Russian virtuoso, I’ve heard 
trot, boston, dip and tango, and even the 
new French dance, the matchiche. But 
I’ve never danced with him.’’ 

‘Why, that’s just lovely!’’ 

**What?’”’ 





To say I’m 


‘I’m going to the Cabaret 
Dizzy to-night with a friend. 
You bring your Harold. If 
you can’t trot or tango him into 
an immediate declaration, there 
is no virtue in the propinquity 
with which a real dance is syn- 
onymous.”’ 

“How clever you are! Bat 
I’ve got to sing him ‘Sume Day 
He’11 Come’ to-night. You for- 
get what I’m here for!’’ 

“Do I? I notice, dear, you 
have a very bad cold.’’ 

“I? Acold? Of course one 
can’t sing with a cold. What 
a darling you are!’’ 


Up to Science 


Scientific persons have dis- 
covered another thing about 
the cimex lectularius which 
































ought to increase the destroy- 
ing zeal of housewives. The 
common name for the cimex 
lectularius is the bedbug. 
They say now that this bug can 
infect with tuberculosis. Perhaps science 
in time may discover something which will 
render obsolete the oft-repeated stanza: 
The June bug has its wings of gold, 
The firefly wings of flame; 
The bedbug has no wings at all, 
But gets there just the same. 


Instantaneous Housekeeping 


*‘I see a prominent New York club 
woman says you can do a day’s house- 
keeping in ten minutes.”’ 

‘‘Something in that. 
housemaid in a play? 
the room is in order.’”’ 


Unlucky Result 
‘They seem to have quarreled.”’ 
“Yes. Iam afraid their marriage has 
thrown them together too much.”’ 


Ever notice the 
One swipe, and 


























A STUDENT’S AMBITION 


“‘ I understand Ethelbert is studying French so he can swear at his new French car.’’ 









HE FORGOT THAT, OF COURSE 
Mrs. Peck—Well, Henry, you seem to have remembered 


everything but that paper of pins. 


Rail Fence Thoughts 


IN MOVING the household goods, the 

last load is always the worst looking, 
because there is the cook stove, the pig 
trough and the chicken hovers that have 
to go. 

In reading one of your private letters 
aloud to a friend, it is customary to lower 
your voice and read through your nose 
when you reach paragraphs that are of no 
interest. 

Take most any common, ordinary, 
healthy young woman out of poverty; 
give her good rations and fine treatment 
and plenty of fine clothes, and in six 
months she will look like a queen. 

Just suppose everything on earth was 
torn to pieces and dissolved into its for- 
mer crude state, and that the people here 
to-day would be commanded to rebuild 
everything. The job would never be 
completed, because everybody would want 
to be foreman of the construction gang. 

—George Bingham. 


A Bargain 
I saw a waist—’twas priced at ‘‘Two.’’ 
**Too much,’’ I said. ‘‘It will not do.’’ 
Next day I got a bargain great— 


I bought it for ‘‘One ninety-eight.’’ 
—Susie M. Best. 


A Grievous Error 


Count Emallup—They tell me Lord 
Ballyrot had a narrow escape in America. 
Duke Smixture— Yes, yes, y’know; 
while traveling in the wild and woolly 
West, y’know, he became confused in his 
terms and called a cowgir! a heifer. 
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Only One Chance 


es WA-AS,”’ said the old man who sat 

_combing his whiskers with his fin- 
gers in a Jamestown hotel, while John 
Wells, of Buffalo, was waiting for his 
lecture hour to roll around. 

“*Yes?’’ echoed John, anxious to get 
his mind off his lecture and onto some- 
thing pleasant. 

‘‘Ya-as, our parson done wrong. We 
was disapp’inted.’’ 

**As to what?”’ 

‘Well, ye see, old Comrade Jeb Sutton 


GAZAL 





“It's all right, mister! I've got it!” 


A Fool There Was 
(Apologies to Kipling) 
A FOOL there was, and she made her 
prayer 
(Even as you and I) 
To a bag on a broom and a dustrag square 
(We called her the dame with the house- 
maid’s air); 
But the fool, if she knew, she didn’t care. 
(Even as you and I.) 


Oh, the miles she raced and the dirt she 
chased! 

And the work of her head and hand 
Belong to the man who was usually there 
(Except when he broke loose and 

went on a tear), 

Which she never could under- 





Wye % 


THE SKEPTIC 


an’ Aunt Jane Priddy died th’ same week. 
Our parson ain’t none too plentiful with 
’is sermons, especially funeral ones. So 
he was up ag’inst it an’ preached iden- 
tical th’ same sermon fer each one of 
"em! Jest ezactly th’ same sermon— 
well, I might say he did leave out Jane’s 
war ree-kord.”’ 


Its Origin 
Moses tapped the rock. : 
‘*Hitting the hard stuff, eh?’’ grinned 


Wheeses, early ancestor of a column con- 
ductor. 


To Laugh At 
‘‘Why do they print jokes in the pro- 
gram of a musical comedy?’’ 
**So the audience will have something 
to laugh at.’’ 


If all the bad notes of a musician were 
protested, he would b flat broke. 





stand. 


A fool there was, and her time 
she spent 
(Even as you and I) 
Cleaning her hut, with a grim 
intent 
To scrub and grub (that was 
what life meant) ; 
For a fool must follow her nat- 
ural bent. 
(Even as you and I.) 


Oh, the, toil she lost and the 
moil she lost! 

For the trifling things 
she banned 
Looked good to the 

man who didn’t see why 
(And now we know he couldn’t 
see why) 
And could not understand. 


But the fool was too busy to 
curl her hair 
(Even as you and I), 
And the husband eloped with a 
lady fair, 
In a Paquin gown that she knew 
how to wear; 
And the fool was left with 
her dustrag there. 
(Even as you and I.) 


And it wasn’t the shame—she 
wasn’t to blame— 
That she felt when the big 
brute fanned; 


She couldn’t see why he went “e:> 
away —— 
(She never will know till her 
dying day) 


And never could understand. 
—Anne Gardner. 











A Redeeming Feature 


««PAT MULE o’ mine,’’ confessed old 

Brother Bulginback, ‘‘ain’t much 
to look at, and, as a mattuh o’ fact, sah, 
de varmint am dess as no ’count as he 
looks. He’s a contaminated scoun’el, any 
way yo’ ’proaches him. He’s got a bad 
eye, a hitch in his git-along, and a dispo- 
sition like one o’ dese yuh white cuhnels 
wid de dyspepsy. He kicks—lammed me 
th’oo de side o’ de shed dis mawnin’—and 
once in a while he nips a chunk out 0’ 
muh pussonality. But he didn’t cost no 
great sum, he’ll eat anything dat’s set 
befo’ him, and den, bless goodness! he 
don’t break down or blow up ’way out in 
de country and ’pel me to hire a autymo- 
bile to drag him back to town. Uh-yaw! 
haw! haw!’’ 


Society Gossip 
Percy Plentyplunks—I hear strauge sto- 
ries about how Betty treats her husband. 
Marigold Malaprop—Yes; they say she 
kisses him in the parlor and kicks him in 
the basement. 








FOOLED AGAIN 


Reuben Bird—Wa-al, I swan! thet’s another o’ them city 
fakes. Been waitin’ here more 'n an hour t’ see thet foun- 


tain play ! 





JUDGE’S MOTION PICTURES 








MR.JINKS BUYS 
AN OVERCOAT: 
HIS CLERK 




















THE NEXT MORNING 
MRS. JINKS ASKS 
HER FORGETFUL 
HUBBY TO MAIL 
A LETTER FOR 
HER 

















MR DINK, THE CLERK, 

} TAKES HIS LADY ¥ 
FRIEND TO LUNCH & 
AND GETS A } 
PROMISED } 
PHOTO. ¢ 











TME SAME EVENING) 
MR SINKS IN HURRY 
TOGO HOME 
GRABS THE 
WRONG COAT 





: ¥ ER ve DINK THECLERK 
THE LETTER port | 4 avo Tis GIRL § 
WAS MAILED Wal 8: Ale i] ALSO HAVEA | 
(THE TROUBLE 
STARTS IN) 





THINGS OUT 





The Wrong Coats: And what happened to the men inside of them 


Quandary A Naturai Impression Rudimentary Astronomy 


Ted—If you can’t decide between your Rosemary—A French actress who is Hypatia—-Did the young collegian ex- 
two girls, why not pick the prettier one? touring this country says all men are press interest in the solar system? 

Ned—You see, my boy, the other one _ prevaricators. Muriel—He said he’d gotten no further 
has the money. Thornton—She probably judges the en- _ than the solar plexus. 
tire male sex by her own press agents. nea 

The true Christmas spirit inspires to ence Pessimists have been converted to opti- 
giving with no thought of return. To the stuck all things are sticky. mism through the simple faith of a child. 




















th, 
ee 
- i 
ug 


co 
| 
ST lt 
ii, “ath 
LAN ak 
De ay... 


ww 
fy) 
Po 







i f.4 eo = 
> aa | 
i tN IY 
od! cad / 
WN UL} | 
rh | Me Y 
nt v7 


v4 
y: 

4: 
1 


=a 
Sen 


\s 


SSK 
Nhs 


CES 
SSS 
‘Seat xy 
» 

SON 


\ 





Oe 
Pe? 
Ph 


MES 


SIX OF ONE AND HALF A DOZEN OF THE OTHER 


The Rube’s Soliloquy 


KNOW th’ English langwidge jest as 
well as reg’ lar folks, 

But these hyer di’ lect fel- 
lers hez t’ hev ther lit- 
tle jokes. 

’F I didn’t talk rube-fash- 
ion not a one of them’d 
love me— 

jIn short, I talk this gib- 
’rish jest because it’s 
\ ’spected uv me. 


Rtn. YS Don’t do no hurt. I’d 


jest as lieve be quoted this way’s any. 

It makes them fellers lots o’ coin an’ 
don’t cost me a penny. 

They may be some ’at keers a bit, but 
I’m content, myse’f, 

When they think a man on the R. F. D. 
hez t’ be aR. D. F.—strickiand Gillilan. 





Sufficient Excuse 
“How did she happen to turn her an- 
kle?’’ 
“Oh, her ankle was well turned, and 
there was a handsome young doctor stop- 
ping at the same hotel.”’ 





The Little Boy’s Mistake 


He PLANTED what he thought were 
seeds, 
And eagerly he watched the spot. 
No sprouts came up from mother’s beads 
Or from poor Johnny’s BB shot. 


On an Overhead Trolley 


The street-car conductor was very im- 
patient. He was waiting for an elderly 
and very stout lady to board his car, when 
she suddenly exclaimed, ‘‘Conductor, con- 
ductor, will I get a shock if I step on 
that rail?’’ 

He quietly answered, ‘‘No, lady, not 
unless you put your other foot on the 
trolley wire.”’ 


Force of Habit 


Crawford—There’s no doubt, the wise 
thing is to practice economy. 

Crabshaw—But this is an extravagant 
age, and we seem to be out of practice. 

A contented mind is a continual feast, 
but it does not appease the appetite. 





Egg View Notes 


A SUSPICIOUS-LOOKING character 

was shut in the lock-up Tuesday 
afternoon. He told Witt Larcom that 
he was a second-story man from, a big 
city. Witt asked him how much he got 
a word. 

Lem Bushnell’s boy, Dave, don’t think 
much of the new schoolteacher’s heating 
system. It hasn’t enough bark on it. 

A picture named ‘‘September Morn’’ is 
seen in the grocery window this week. 
Old Ham Berger says it’s a nuisance. 
His specs are lost. 

Ote Gimber woke up the other night 
and found his wife with her hands in his 
pockets. He asked her if they were cold. 

Tink Nitz says that if Ag Weese could 
stretch a dollar as far as she can her neck, 
maybe Wes, her husband, wouldn’t have 


to work so hard. —Leslie Van Every. 


Treasure 


Rooster — What’s troubling you, my 
dear? 
Hen—lI’ve mislaid an egg. 
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His Daughter 
HE RIDES with 

f flying skirts and 
hair 

To where two rail- 
roads meet and 
cross; 

She rides, it 


seems, at des- 








—4 —_ perate loss: 


Her gown is torn, her feet are bare. 


Why is it that she rides so wild, 

To where the railroads meet and cross? 
Now over rock, now on the moss, 

A frantic girl, the merest child. 


Is it because some bridge is down, 
Beyond there where the railroads cross? 
Or wreck, or ‘‘hold-up,’’ at a toss? 

A train derailed just out of town? 


With face as stern as it is sweet 
She rides to where the railroads cross; 
The dust has dimmed her hair’s bright 


gloss; 


The horse she rides is strong and fleet. 


Why does she ride at such a pace 

To reach the place where railroads cross? 
There where she sees the section-boss, 
The big man with the smiling face. 


The man who seems to be so glad, 
Who waves his hand where railroads 


cross, 


To whom she shouts, ‘‘This is some 


hoss ! 


Am I on time with dinner, dad?’’ 


—Macison Cawein. 


From a Sinner’s Diary 


Monpay we thrashed. Ma sent me 

to town for a hundred feet of bo- 
logna. She sails in regardless of expense 
when we have thrashers. Floyd umpired 
the straw and built his stack four hun- 
dred feet long and four feet high.. Bert 
Pember said that was just like Floyd; in 
the spring he always made great calcula- 
tions, and in the fall he’d flatted out just 
like his stack. Brose said pa could use 
it for a reservoir. If it got dry, he could 
run a pipe in and tap the water that 
would lie in the top after arain. Roy 
said he built it that way so ma could run 
around on it and gather eggs. 

A hired man we had four or five years 
ago gave ma a pair of old breeches to 
make a rug with. The other day she 
went through them and found a dollar in 
the pistol pocket. Believing honesty is 
best, having tried both ways, she squeezed 
a stamp out of metosendittohim. He’s 
gnawing a plug of tobacco before this. I 
wish I had found it. 

Pa likes to pick a fuss now while he’s 
sitting around getting well. He was 
reading in a natural history and broke 
out: ‘‘According to this description of a 
whale’s throat, it would have hustled Jo- 
nah to go down.’’ Nobody said anything. 

Sunday night I found a nickel out by 
the horse tub. I didn’t advertise it much, 
thinking now I could afford to treat my- 
self and sail high in general 
the nextday. But the cobbler 














nailed my heel on for nothing, 
the harness mender sewed my 
line buckle on (it got fast and 
I got mad and yanked it off) 
and fixed my banjo box for 
nothing (because I told him I’d 
got to have somebody make 
my horse a breast collar, I 
think), and my Pessimist took 
me to ice cream. So I got 
through as cheap as smuggling 
in with the school children or 
crawling through a hole fair- 
time. And I’ve got my old 
nickel yet. 

Ma comes to the stair door 
every morning and yells three 
times, as cross, and at the very 
tip end of her voice, when she 
don’t mean me at all, but is 
trying to wake up the men. 
She lets out her three yells, 
no matter how soon I begin 
to answer. 

Aunt Elden ordered a picture 
enlarged for Uncle Frank’s 
birthday. She said she didn’t 








The burglar’ 





VEILED SUGGESTION 


s sqeetheart—That 'd be a swell hat t’ swipe fer 


me fer Christmas, Jemmie! 


expect it done by then, but 
she’d tell him that day, so he 
could ‘jaw. ”’_ Lynette Freemire. 
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A GREAT ACTRESS STIRRING HER AUDIENCE 


Honor Up-to-date 


oe QV HAT is the meaning of the verb 
‘to honor’?’’ asked Hardshell. 

‘‘That’s easy. It means to bestow 
marks of honor or esteem upon a per- 
son,’’ replied Gayboy. 

**Well, has the word changed its mean- 
ing lately?’’ 

**No, I guess not.’’ 

*“‘Guess again. I think it has. It 
must nowadays have a pecuniary relation. 
You’ve read about the town of Loudon, 
Va., entertaining William Jennings 
Bryan, haven’t you?’’ 

<*Feu."" 

‘Well, the town, when Mr. Bryan ar- 
rived the other day, turned itself inside 
out to honor him. Banqueted him and 
gave him a gold key to the city hall. 
Regular, old-fashicaed welcome. And 
Mr. Bryan, as most guests of honor do, 
delivered an address.’’ 

**T begin to get you.’ 

**And when -he went back to Washing- 
ton, he sent a bill for $350 for the ad- 
dress. His usual price is $500.”’ 

‘‘That was a concession, wasn’t it? A 
reduction of $150.’’ 

‘“‘Maybe. But you forget the gold key. 
The reception committee ought to bill 
that to Bill. I wonder how much it 
weighs. ’”’ 


After all, ancestors are only a matter 
of time. 
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Conquering the Air from the Ridgepole 


E SEE by the public prints that a 

boy at Athol, Mass., a few weeks 

ago, tried to become an aviator by the 

umbrella route, and we notice this week 

that the doctors are holding out hope for 
the first time. 

As so many boys have done, he climbed 





“AND CARRIED US HOME IN HER APRON” 


upon the roof of the old barn and veered 
off toward the west side of town, with an 
umbrella in each hand. Fortunately, 
neigbhors were at home and kindly fixed 
the ice packs. 

One would think that boys would learn 
some time not to go into the Darius Green 
business without making careful arrange- 
ments for their return. Just as sure as 
they go up on the ridgepole and leap off 
into the unknown, they are sure to need 
splints and a chair out in front of them. 

Once, when we were a boy, we became 
impatient at the progress that aviation 
was making and decided to conquer the 
air ourself. We set Saturday afternoon 
for the great event, and, taking the nails, 
rocks and clock weights out of our pock- 
ets, to make it easier on our dirigible, we 
borrowed Aunt Clara’s parasol, got the 
old family umbrella out from behind the 
ironing board, and slipped out to the barn. 
Climbing upon the roof, we opened the 
umbrellas, and, taking one in each hand, 





leaped off, heading straight for the open 
sea. 

As soon as we got on the umbrellas, 
they acted in a way that we had not 
planned on. They turned wrongside out, 
and from that moment on things did not 
go as we had so fondly dreamed. 

We did not reach the sea. Instead of 
that, the land flew up and changed our 
plan. Before we could take a precursory 
glance over the landscape, we found our- 
self a few paces this side of the cow 
trough, with our head resting in a fence 
corner. 

We began to lament loudly at the un- 
reliability of aeronautical paraphernalia. 
A kind woman who was putting out the 
washing heard us and carried us home in 
her apron. We knew Robinson Crusoe by 
heart before we got back with the old 
gang. 

From that hour our interest in aero- 
nautics began to wane, and it has waned 
so much that we can’t 
see an umbrella without 
a shudder. 

If the air waits on us 
to conquer it, it will be 
hiding a long time in the 
foothills and among the 
rocks along the Mexican 
border without any in- 
tervention on our part. 


The Henpecks 


[.°S ANGELES doctors 

are much puzzled 
over a wife in their city 
who clucks in her sleep, 
like a hen. 

This is enough to puz- 
zle any doctor. Even 
the editor of this page can’t understand it. 

We feel sorry for anybody who clucks 
in his sleep, and especially for a wife so 
afflicted. How awkward it would be for 
her if some night her clucking should 
awaken her husband, and he should find 
that her hand was reaching out for his 
trousers, folded over the back of a chair! 

We hope that the doctors can cure the 
woman, for there is no telling what it 





might develop into. If it keeps on, her 
husband may begin to crow and the chil- 
dren to cackle in their sleep. 


Nothing New Under the Sua 


T HAS been discovered that Plutarch, 
who lived nineteen hundred years ago, 
knew and wrote about the slit skirt. But 
it is not on record that the great Greek 
journalist had any objection to the slit 
skirt. He did all the looking he could, 
and, after the vision of loveliness had 
gone on by, contentedly went back to 
work on his old Caligraph. 

We ourself have observed the slit skirt 
and written about it. But the author of 
this page has never found fault with the 
split skirt. It is truly remarkable how 
great writers agree on things. 


En Passant 


THE passengers on a steamship in the 
South Seas heard a flute by wireless 





HOW AWKWARD IT WOULD BE” 


telephone four hundred miles away. Just 
a trifle more is the right distance—say, 
five hundred miles. 
0 

The real stylish women, according to 
the fashion section of one of the news- 
papers, are now buying gowns to fit their 
minds. We think this is going a bit too 
far. It seems to us that the dresses are 
scant enough already. 







































Fe MODERN Fan 











Curbside 


With bugles and with banners, the suffrage cohorts go, 
And I, a watcher on the curb, look out for weal or woe, 
And note what word the gaping world in passing may bestow. 


Satisfied 
HE INFLUENCE called indirect 
In politics for woman’s fine; 

I ought to know, for husbands twain 

Have yielded to this power of mine. 
With number one, dear John who’s gone, 

I took the upper hand and bossed. 
He flinched beneath my flashing orbs 

And quailed at tones oft tempest-tossed. 
He voted as I ordered him! 

But Jim is quite another style. 
I have to wheedle him—exert 

My arts to blushingly beguile. 
But when I weep and beg, he yields, 

If I can get his mood just right. 
Why clamor for a paltry vote, 

When one can fascinate or fight? 
I lose in dignity and charm? 

Have no respect for men, you say? 
Bossers or beggars we must be 

Who indirectly gain our way. 


Widows 

WISCONSIN is the nine- 

teenth State to pass 
a mothers’ pension bill. 
Seven out of the ten wom- 
an-suffrage States are on 
the roll of honor, while less 
than a third of the other 
States have recognized 
their duty to the widow 
with dependent children, 
although it is just possible 
that the feminine house- 
hold veteran renders as 
much service to the State as the soldier. 
Is it not strange that, while the ballot so 
satisfies a female voter’s heart that she 
has no emotion left for husband, home and 
offspring, where she resides motherhood 
should receive much practical considera- 
tion? 


New Testimony 

THE TESTIMONY of the wives of con- 

gressmen coming from equal-suffrage 
States, given at a conference of the 
Women Workers, held in Washington, is 
brazenly in favor of woman plus the bal- 
lot. Not only did they give a long list of 
beneficial legislation adopted since women 
began to vote, but they even went so far 
as to stoutly maintain that voting brings 
wives and husbands cldser together, be- 





By OREOLA W. HASKELL 


cause of a new mutual interest, that it 
makes better mothers and produces excel- 
lent municipal housekeepers. Of course 
the poor creatures must not be taken too 
seriously, because they only live in the 
places they talk about, while all over the 
country there are lots of worthy souls 
that from the vantage ground of distance 
know that these things cannot be. 


A Damaging Admission 
MAY women who went to sessions of 
the suffrage convention held at 
Binghamton were converted to the cause 
by listening to the address of Mrs. Sew- 


THE PROOF OF THE PUDDING IS IN THE EATING 


Mrs. Sim- 
mons seems to think that having taken 
part as an active voter in the politics of 
California gives her the right to speak 
with authority of conditions existing 


ard Simmons, of California. 


there. She repeated an oft-told tale of 
men and women drawn closer together by 
mutual interest in the State, of better 
laws regarding health, morals, child wel- 
fare and civil rights; but admitted that 
there were women who failed to exercise 
their voting privilege, namely, the idle 
rich and the ones who followed immoral- 
ity asaliving. The altruistic antis will 
undoubtedly newly resent the granting of 
a privilege that fails to appeal to two 
such valuable groups of femininity. 


WOMAN 


Comments 


Mrs. Hayseed 
A CONTEMPORARY magazine prints 


an article showing that the farm — 


woman is quite prepared by education 
and experience to wield the ballot. Much 
of our farm land is owned by women, and 


as real estate as contrasted with personal © 


property is heavily taxed, the farmeress 
is at present as much interested in tax- 
paying propositions as in pumpkin pie, 
She’s well informed on school matters, al- 
ways stands for public improvements, and 
in her church work and in the holding of 
many semi-official positions has learned 
executive duties. She is honest and 
shrewd, not afraid of work, and knows 
well the voters and office-holders in her 
village, and thus seems eminently fitted 
to express a sane opinion on public mat- 
ters. This description will be a shock to 
those poetic souls who think of the coun- 
try dame as one dividing her time be- 
tween the cooking of delectable dainties 
and a soulful gazing at sunsets. 


The Weaker Sex 

IF THERE is any deluded individual who 

has forgotten the fragility of woman, 
he has only to peruse the daily press to 
realize afresh how ethereal nature has 
made the pocketless sex. We read of a 
Sussex County girl who collared a red fox 
in a stone wall and carried him home in 
triumph; of the thirteen-year-old daugh- 
ter of Major-General Wood, who recently 
took a forty-five-mile ride on horseback 
and who is accustomed to take a thirty- 
mile ride every Saturday and Sunday; of 
Miss Mabel Berkley, a Cornell student, 
who spent her summer vacation taking & 
three-hundred- mile walk through New 
York, Pennsylvania and New Jersey; and 
of two youthful feminine swimmers who 
were awarded Carnegie medals and cash 
prizes for rescuing children and able- 
bodied men from watery graves on sev- 
eral occasions. May such physical help- 
lessness among women never be put on 
the blink! 


Pussy Cat 
AM alittle fireside soul; 
I let the world unheeded roll. 
If I am warm and fed with care, 
Why should I mind how others fare? 
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This Handsome 
Watch Fob 
FREE 


You like to HUNT and FISH. 
Then surely you will enjoy the 
NATION AL SPORTSMAN 
Magazine, with its 160 richly 
illustrated pages, full to over- 
flowing with interesting stories 
and valuable information about 
guns, fishing tackle, camp-out- 
fits—the best places to go for 
fish and game, and a thousand 
and one valuable “How to” 
hints for Sportsmen. The 
NATIONAL SPORTSMAN is 
just like a big camp-fire in the 
woods where thousands of good 
fellows gather once a month 
and spin stirring yarns about 
their experiences with 
rod, dog, rifle and gun, 


Special Offer 


Mail us 25c in stamps or 
coin for a 3 months’ 
trial subscription to the 
NATIONAL SPORTS- 
MAN and we will send 
you absolutely 


Free of Charge 


One of these Handsome 
Ormula Gold Watch 
Fobs with russet 
leather strap. 


Don't Delay- Send your order Today. 
NATIONAL SPORTSMAN, 32 Federal St., Boston, Mass. 




















HOTEL ALBERT 


11T® STREET AND UNIVERSITY PLACE 
One Block West of Broadway 


NEW YORK CITY 


Close to Wholesale and Retail Dry Goods 
Districts, Railroad and Steamship Lines 


MODERN ABSOLUTELY FIREPROOF 
300 Rooms (200 with Bath) 
RATES $1.00 PER DAY UP 


Excellent Restaurant and Cafe 
Moderate Prices 


Send for free illustrated Guide and Map of New York City 











‘The Hotel of American Ideals."’ 


Hotel P owhatan 














WASHINGTON, D. C. 


New—Fireproof. 


Pennsylvania Ave., at 18th and H Streets, 
within walking distance of shops, theatres and public 


European Plan. 


buildings. Overlooks the White House. 


Rooms, detached bath, $1.50, $2 up. 
ooms, private bath, $2.50, $3 up. 


Restaurant a la Carte, Palm Court, American Indian 
Grill, Tea Room, Grand Pipe Organ, Orchestra. Write 
for Souvenir Booklet, with Map. 

for special itinerary for Bridal Couples, Conven- 
tions, Tourist Parties, Schools and Colleges. 


CLIFFORD M. LEWIS, Mgr. 





























Pas sing the Mustard 


Good Measure—When little Bennie 
brought the milk in off the front porch 
one cold morning, he found a pillar of the 
frozen fluid sticking up out of the neck of 
the bottle. 

“Oh, mamma,”’’ he cried, ‘‘I like our 
new milkman!’’ 

“Is that so? Why?’’ asked the mother. 

Showing her the bottle, Bennie ex- 
claimed, 

**Our old milkman barely filled the bot- 
tle, but this one heaps it up.’’—Youngs- 
town Telegram. 


Always on the Run—Hem—lIs Raven- 
yelp much of an actor? 

Haw—Nothing out of the ordinary. 

Hem—But he is always boasting about 
his long runs. 

Haw—That’s probably because he takes 
a prominent part in the chase films for a 
moving- picture company. — Youngstown 

‘elegram. 

His Inspiration —‘‘Darling, will 
marry me?’’ 

“This is “so sudden! Why, you old, 
confirmed bachelor, when did you ever 
get the idea that you ought to get mar- 
ried?’’ 

“‘T decided it yesterday.’’ 

‘‘But what decided you?”’ 

“‘T won a side saddle in a raffle.’’— 
Cleveland Plain Dealer. 

Misconstrued—An American motoring 
through a small Scotch town was pulled 
up for excessive speed. 

“‘Didn’t you see that notice, 
Slow’?’’ inquired the policeman. 

‘*Course I did,’’ returned the Yankee; 
‘‘but I thought it referred to your durned 
little town !’’—London Evening Standard. 


When He’s Interested—‘‘I presume you 
have a lot of sympathy for the jander dog.”’ 

“‘Yes, ma’am; especially if I happen 
to own the dog.’’—Detroit Free Press. 


you 


‘Dead 


The Universal Lack 


There’s air enough for every one, 
No matter what their station; 
And there’s enough of rain and sun 

For all the whole creation. 


There’s blossoms sweetenin’ the breeze 
In May for poor and wealthy; 

There’s song birds trillin’ in the trees 
For invalids and healthy. 


There’s stars a-shinin’ in the skies 
For lordly folks and lowly, 

And sunset pictures for the eyes 
Of heathen folks and holy. 


The things we really need abound 
For all; but—ain’t it funny !— 
Nobody ever yet has found 
Enough, it seems, of—money! 
—W. Kee Maxwell, in Peoria Journal. 


Sliced Oranges with a dash of Abbott's Bitters are 
appetizing and healthful. Sample of bitters by mail, 
25 cts. in stamps. C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. (ADv.) 


In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 






































































NEW BOOKS —"“The Hair”—its physiology, anatomy, 
diseases and treatment—a scientific treatise = 
the European specialist, H. Achershaug, M.M.D. (Norway), 
has made a great sensation. “Its wonderful results have as- 
tonished the medical profession.”-—News. The Book, WITH 
SWORN STATEMENTS and doctors’ endorsements, is sent FREE 
on receipt of 6c. for postage, etc. Address the author, H. Achershaug, 

M.M.D., 500—5th Ave., (J. A.) New York. 








YOUR CORRESPONDENCE 


a pleasure, if you have a smooth, easy-writing 












Red 
or Black, 
4% or 54 in. 
FREE sp! otint 
with retail orders, 


5. 3. ULLRICH & CO., 27 Thames St., New York 
willsend you all newspaper clippings 


ROMEIKE’ 
which may appear about you, your 


friends, or any subject on which you may want to be “up 

to date.” Every newspaper and periodical of importance 

in the United States and Europe is searched. Terms, 
.00 for 100 notices. HENRY RomMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh 
venue, New York. 














Press Cutting Bureau 





(SSL aE SALES 


HOTEL IMPERIAL 


Broadway, 31st to 32nd Street, New York 





Dancing every afternoon from four 
to six-thirty. in the Palm Garden. 


Under the Direction of 


MR. G. HEPBURN WILSON, M. B. 





Supper Dance from ten to one in Palm 
Garden, with choice of Service—a la carte or 
Selected Menu, $1.00. 


Irresistible dance music, excelling any 
other in New York, by the celebrated Im- 
perial Orchestra, increased by drums and 
Hungarian Cymbals. 


































Always Everywhere 


Apollinaris 


“THE QUEEN OF TABLE WATERS” 














@ A Step from Broadway. 
@ Absolutely Fireproof. 


EUROPEAN PLAN 


HOTEL -EARLINGTON 


27th Street, West of Broadway, NEW YORK 

@ Quiet as a Village at Night. 

@ Your Comfort Our Aim Always. 
SINGLE ROOMS, 


Parlor, Bedroom and Bath, front of house, one person, $2.50; 
ple, $3.50. Why pay more when our service is equalled only by the best? . 


$1.00 


two peo- 


E. W. WARFIELD, Manager 











% Better than Scotch Better than Irish 


G. & W. 


Canadian 


Distilled and Bottled in Bond by 
Gooderham & Worts, Ltd., Toronto, Canada 
Better than Bourbon Better than Rye 

| be sent for a two cent stamp to those in the United 


State ee who state where they have tasted and recom- 


mended Gooderham & Worts Canadian Whisky and send name to 
Department “‘L’’, No. 225 E. Llinois 5t., Chicago, Ill. 


A memorandum book eo mtaining * “How to mix over one 
—- ae i delightful drinks,"" and other information 
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" Vacuey qave 


Stand acid and fire diamond test. 
So hard they easily scratch a file and 
will cut glass. Brilliancy guaran- 
teed 25years. Moumredin 14k solid gold 
diamond mountings. See them before pay- 
ing. Will send you any style ring. pin or etud for 
examination — al! cha prepaid. No money*in advance, 
Money refunded if not satisfactory. Write today for free catalog. 


VALLEY GEM CO., 773 Wulsin Bldg., 


O7 DRAWING 


Cartoon, caricature, andillustrating taughtin Book form. 
of our ¢ entire cor nce course with over 100 


human face, 
Write i for book “How toDraw’”. Sato PT ING, 
INTERNATIONAL SCHOOL 

x 232, Washington, D. ‘a 
































THE ORIGINAL 
ALL OTHERS ARE IMITATIONS 


LOOK LIKE | 
DIAMONDS 





In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 






With The College Witt 


Her Errand—‘‘Here’s a funny i 
‘Cow Walks into Bank.’ ”’ li 
**Nothin’ funny about that. 
to have her milk certified.’’ 
Jester. 





She Wanted 
Columbig 





Caiculation—First sport—Hey, lend m 
ten dollars, will you, old man? 

Second four-flusher—No; but I'll te 
you how we can both make five dollars, 

First sport—Let’s have it. 

Second four-flusher—I'll give you five 
dollars.— Pennsylvania Punch Bowl. 








Sarcasm—Editor—This joke is not ney, 

Freshman—It has never been printed 
before. 

Editor—It was an awful oversight m 
the part of Noah, then.— Penn State Froth, 





Two Chicken Sand Witches 
(Apologies to JuDGE) 
—Minnesota Minnehaha. 


The Voice of Experience 


Love and a porous plaster, son, 
Are very much alike: 
It’s simple getting into one, 
But getting out—good-night! 
—Ohio Sun-Dial. 


Pinched—‘‘ Billy was out yesterday de 
veloping the speed of his machine.”’ 

‘Well, how did it turn out?’’ 

‘‘A case of arrested development.”— 
Yale Record. 


A Musical Discord—‘‘Do you know,” 
said the wearied damsel, ‘‘that you play 
a great deal like Joseph Hoffmann?” 





‘Really! Aren’t you joking?’’ said 
the sad specimen. 
*““Not at all. You both use your 


hands.’’—Dartmouth Jack o’ Lantern, 


Economy—She—What did you think of 
Mrs. B’s new gown at the ball? 

He—She must be a great economist!— 
Vermont Crabbe. 















I Would Suggest—Crunch—A_ promi- 
nent French actress said that one should 
follow the ‘‘power of suggestion’’ in dress. 
Hunch—There goes one up the street 
now. So-long!—Stanford Chaparral. 


In the Air—‘‘I hear neighbor Perkins 
has bought another goat.”’ 

“Yes; I just got wind of it.”’"—Wit 
liams Purple Cow. 













GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER. 
“Its Purity Has Made It Famous.” 
50c. per case of 6 glass stoppered bottles{aéd 
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A JILL FOR JACK 
By James Montgomery Flagg 
In Color, 9x 12 
Double Mounted on Heavy 
Brown Mat, 11 x 14 


Twenty-five Cents 


A Jill for Jack 


is another of James Mont- 
gomery Flagg’s pretty girls. 


Maybe you know some sailor 
lass who would appreciate a 
copy of this picture, or maybe 
you would like one because 
you know some nice sea lady 
of whom you are reminded by 
this one. 


But, whether you sail or 
whether you do not, you can 
only know how pretty a girl 
can look when you see her in 
her yachting “rig.” 


The picture is especially at- 
tractive for your club or for 
your den. Send 25c. and a 
copy will be sent you immedi- 
ately — but don’t wait — you 
may forget to send. 


The Judge Art Print Catalog, containing 
62 reproductions in miniature, beauti- 
fully printed in sepia on India tint paper, 
will be sent to you for 10c. It shows 
many pictures which will appeal to you. 


Leslie-Judge Co. 


225 Fifth Avenue 
New York 
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Stories ‘with Smifes 


What They Lacked—Two men on a train 
were apparently old acquaintances, and 
they were in a jovial mood. Both were 
gray, but each had a luxuriant head of 
hair. Near them sat a stout party with 
a shining dome that was almost destitute 
of hirsute covering. 

The two friends exchanged facetious 
remarks about silver locks, then indulged 
in some pleasantries about the ‘‘thinning 
of the thatch,’’ with casual references to 
door knobs and billiard balls, much to the 
amusement of the passengers, but to the 
evident discomfiture of the bald-headed 
man. 

The talk finally developed into an argu- 
ment of the cause of baldness, and, after 
considerable jocularity, the pair turned 
to the pearly-pated stranger, and one said, 

‘*My friend and I have been discussing 
the cause of baldness, but we can’t seem 
to agree. Would you mind telling us 
what you regard as the real cause of 
baldness?’’ 

The stranger wheeled about, eyed his 
questioner fiercely and snorted, ‘‘Brains!’’ 
—Pittsburgh Chronicle-Telegraph. 


Pat’s Astronomy—Pat found it impossi- 
ble to believe that the earth is round, in 
spite of the numerous arguments of an 
eminent astronomer. 

‘But look here, Pat,’’ said the latter. 
‘*You must see that the earth can’t be 
anything else but round. Now, tell me, 
where does the sun rise?’’ 

‘In the east, of course!’’ said Pat. 

‘And where does it set?’’ 

**Why, in the west!”’ 

**Well, then, how does it manage to get 
back in the east again by the morning? 
Tell me that.’’ 

Pat thought hard for a minute; then an 
intelligent look dawned in his eye. 

‘Why, of course,’’ said he at last, ‘‘it 
just slips back at night!’’ — Cleveland 
Leader. 


Doesn’t Need a Hoe—Some time ago a 
hobo meekly tapped on the back door of a 
suburban home and asked for something 
to eat. The good housewife responded 
that she would feed him on the back step 
along with Fido, provided he was willing 
to earn the meal by cleaning out the 
gutter. 

The tramp agreed, and when he had 
eaten his way through several sandwiches 
to a feeling of happiness, the housewife 
came out with a reliable-looking hoe. 

‘““You needn’t have gone to that trou- 
ble, madam,”’ said the hobo, sizing up the 
farm implement. ‘‘I never use a hoe in 
cleaning out a gutter.”’ 

‘‘Never use a hoe!’’ said the woman, 
with a wondering expression. ‘‘What do 
you use, then? A shovel?’’ 

‘*No, madam,’’ replied the hobo, start- 
ing for the back gate. ‘‘My method is to 
pray for rain.’’—Philadelphia Telegraph. 





One Opinion—Contentment is better 
than riches—yes, if you have them both. 
—Texas Coyote. 
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Club Cocktails 


O matter how good a cock- 

tail you mix yourself—you 
cannot give it the smoothness 
of age. The perfect flavor of 
Club Cocktails is due to their 
aging in wood before bottling 
as well as to their accurate 
mixing. 
Manhattan Bronx 
Martini—Regular or Dry 


Just strain through 
cracked ice and serve, 


G. F. Heublein & Brother 
Hartford New York London 











+ Feenstra 
WouRUIZER 


200 years of instrument making 





LA FOLLETTE’S 
WEEKLY 


Tells you fearlessly, candidly, interest- 
ingly the inside of public affairs--free to 
speak the truth and champion the cause 
of true democracy and equal rights. 
Regular subscription price, $1.00 per 
year. We will send you La Follette’s 


10 WEEKS—10 CENTS 
if you will send us the names of five per- 
sons int d in the prog ive cause. 
La Follette’s Weekly, Dept. J 
MADISON, WISCONSIN 











HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE 
Nos. 32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street 
Branch Warehouse, 20 Beekman Street, New York 
ALL KINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDER 








BE AN ARTIST 
MAKE MONEY 


Drawing comic pictures. Let the world’s 
famous cartoonist, “ZIM” spill a few ideas 
into your head. Get the Zim Book—it’s 
chuck full of valuable suggestions. Price 
$1.00, postpaid. Bound in 3-4 Morocco. 
Satisfaction guaranteed. Money back if 


book is returned within 10 days. Address 
ZIM BOOK 
449 Brunswick Building New York 











In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 

















Why He Laughed 


éclats?™ n’avez donc pas souffert que vous riez aux 
ts?” 

“Oh! si, vous m’avez fait bien du mal: mais j rigole 
en pensant que ma femme attend, dans le salon, 
pour s’en faire arracher trois!’’ 


**You haven’t suffered, 
laugh so boisterously?’’ 

**Oh, yes, you have hurt me badly; but 
I laugh to think that my wife is wait- 
ing in the drawing-room to have three 
pulled.’’—Le Sourire (Paris). 


Jab (gobi 
Ba 


then, as you 








The Hour of Tenderness. 


“Ah! mon cher ami, je vous | Souhaite de n'etre 
jamais plus collant que ma robe ! 


‘Ah, dear friend, I wish you will never 
be tighter than your dress!’’—Le Rire 
(Paris). 
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The Fancy Dress Affair 


Miranda —Couldn’t you think of a 
brighter idea, Reggie, than turning up in 
your ordinary clothes? 

Reginald—Here, I say, hold on! 
come as a bally waiter.—Bystander (Lon- 
don). 


I’ve 





His Defense 


Father (angry)—-That appointment you 
forgot to keep to-day was the chance of a 
lifetime and would probably have made 
your career. But you prefer to waste 


your time playing golf—— 
Son (hurt)—Not waste, father—I won 
-Punch (London). 


this cruet.— 





Of What Use is a Lawyer? 


“H4t csak elbuktuk a pert, tigyvéd dr!”’ 

“El bizony, mert nem vét igazsdgunk.”’ 

* Hajszen, ha igazam lett véna, nem is fogadtam 
v6na fisk4list.’’ 


‘‘So we did lose our case, Mr. Attor- 
ney?’’ 

‘*Certainly, because justice was on the 
other side.’’ 

‘*Well, had justice been on my side, I 
wouldn’t have hired a lawyer.’’—Borsszen: 
Janko (Budapest). 


Pugilistic Curiosity 
Teacher (describing her encounter with 
a tramp)—And then—I fainted. 
Little Johnnie Jeffries—Wi’ yer left or 
wi’ yer right, ma’am?—-London Tatler. 





The Insult 
Lady (ordering boots for her husband) 
—Do you keep men’s boots? 
Shopman—No, madam; but we keep 
up to nines in women’s.—London Opinion. 
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Twice Told Tales 


The Glory of the Country 
[am longing for the country, with its pastures wide and green, 
Where the cattle on the hillsides browse untroubled and serene, 
Where one hears the pleasing gobble of the proud, majestic turk— 
Oh, I’d spend my days at farming, if it were not for the work! 
—Chicago Record-Herald. 


I am longing for the country, where the milk is fresh and sweet, 
Where a man can raise his chickens and his lamb and other meat, 
Where the eggs are always recent and the butter rich and rare- 
But I’d hate to wear chin whiskers and have hayseed in my hair. 
—Spring field Union. 


I am longing for the country, where the yellow pumpkins grin, 
For the batter cakes and ’lasses and the pork grease on my chin, 
For the clear and frosty mornings and the pile of wood to chop— 
But I would not care to live there if I’d have the pigs to slop. 
—Houston Post. 


I’m longing for the country, where the air is sweet and pure, 
And where unfolds a rustic scene the fancy to allure, 
And where the morning climbs the hills, no smoke wreaths round her 
brows— 
But, oh, I’d hate to earn my keep by milking twenty cows. 
—Birmingham Age-Herald. 


I am longing for the country—for a visit there, at least— 

Where your bocts creak in the winter and the wind is always east, 
Where you go to bed, they tell me, just as soon as it is dark— 

But I draw the line at residence and rising with the lark. 


Bright Idea—The elderly stout man in the fourth row was atten- 
tively following the pastor’s sermon. 

‘‘Let us, then,’’ said the exhorter, ‘‘break the bonds of custom 
and throw off the shackles of self, and acknowledge our debt of life’s 
fundamental lessons. Let us deduct from the year’s balance sheet 
those obligations which we are morally bound to assume.”’ 

At this point the stout man suddenly chuckled and slapped his leg 
with considerable force. 

After the sermon he was cvertaken by the pastor. 

“‘You seemed greatly pleased with one section of the sermon,’’ he 
said. 

“‘Yes,’’ replied the stout man. ‘‘What you said reminded me of a 
ripping new scheme for beating the income tax.’’—Cleveland Plain 
Dealer. 


Old, but Worth Retelling—The conversation turned¢to the persist- 
ency of some children at a recent social affair, when this one was re- 
called by Henry A. Morgenthau, who has been appointed ambassador 
to Turkey. 

Some time ago, so related Mr. Morgenthau, little Willie, who lives 
in suburban New Jersey, was sent to bed early, while mother went out 
on the veranda to enjoy an evening with some friends who had called. 
One minute of frenzied talk, and then the voice of Willie from the 
room above. 

‘‘Mamma,’ 
water?’’ 

““Just go to sleep, Willie,’’ responded mother, loth to part from 
her friends. ‘‘You don’t want any water.’’ 

Resumption of the gabfest and uninterrupted buzz for one minute. 
Then Willie’s voice again. 

“I want a drink awful bad, mamma,”’ said the youngster. 
you get me one?’’ 

_ “You turn right over and go to sleep, Willie !’’ exclaimed mother, 
just a little peevishly. ‘‘If you don’t, I will come up there and spank 
you good and hard!’’ 

No sound for another minute save hat and gown chirp, and then 
Willie made another try. 

__ ‘‘Mamma,”’ he called out, ‘‘when you come upstairs to spank me, 
will you bring me a drink of water?’’— Brooklyn Eagle. 


it said plaintively, ‘‘won’t you bring me a drink of 


““Won’t 


Two Ways—‘‘Ever been hauled in?’’ asked the first motorist. 
“*Hauled in?’’ 
“Yes; hauled in.’’ 
“How do you mean hauled in? By a cop or a rope?’’—Yonkers 
Statesman. 
Accommodating —Muggins— Young Goldspoon has money to burn. 
Guggins—That’s why so many girls’ mothers are trying to make a 
match for him, I suppose.—Springfield Union. 
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If you believe that better highways make for the 
prosperity of the nation, read what Robert Bruce, 
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Automobile Association, has to say in the current 


Leslie's 


Harold Whiting Slauson writes comprehensively in 
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